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of reason, disagreeably self'Centered. And how
many of them we have about us!" he added. "I
want you to put all this down in my journal,1' he
went on, and then although he was all gray and
bent, he climbed up a ladder and took from a
drawer, ostensibly filled with books, the Mss. of
his Memoirs, which he had hidden there from
his wife.

A week later Boulgakov recalls a sentence of
Tolstoi on Maupassant's story entitled "Solitude";
"the fundamental idea," he says, "is true, but not
pushed far enough, not so far as Schopenhauer
pushes the thought when he says, 'in solitude one
must understand the being who is oneself, with
whom one lives.1 In Maupassant there is no such
self'analysis; his development was not complete;
but in many persons such development has not
even begun: they are mere children even when
grownup, even when advanced in years. . . ."

Madame Tolstoi kept on interrupting Tolstoi
while he made these remarks: evidently she did
not agree with him on a single point. Schopeiv
hauer's idea that this abstract intelligence which
is always beside one and able to judge one's own
idiosyncrasies as against perfection, was God, the
highest spiritual principle in Man; and this waa
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